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Chapter 1: Chapter 1 


Created on 08/05/2010 09:48:00 


This is one of the strangest dreams I have ever 
had. SO FAR 
"Guys! Wake up! They rabbits are outside again!" my 
mom called down the steps to the basement. I 
groaned angrily and closed my eyes tighter. 
My mom said that a few more times before I heard 
her walk away toward the kitchen. 


I heard her voice again, at the top of the stairs, but I 
hadn't heard her move back. 


"C'mon! The black one is out there!" 


I sat up and growled "fine!" no one seemed to notice 
me. 


I shoved the blanket away from me and rolled to the 
side of the bed and swung my legs over it, standing, I 
stumbled to my dresser and unfolded my glasses and 


pulled the hair-tie over my wrist like a bracelet. 


Then I turned and was about to walk up the steps 
before my stepsister jumped in front of me and began 
to slowly stomp up the stairs. 


"Shhh! You'll scare them away!" I thought about 
saying but I didn't want to be rude so I kept quiet. 


Then she disappeared. I ran up the stairs and in a few 
second I was running through the living room to the 
front door. Opening it, I stepped out onto our 
rectangular porch. 


The sky was abnormally dark, though it was supposed 
to be morning. I could see the sun setting in the west, 
I don't know how I knew it was setting, but anyway I 
walked forward, looking around trying to see the 
rabbits. 


Instead I saw a Cat sitting at the edge of the concrete 
porch. 

"Hello Spottedleaf." I said, I knew that was who she 
was supposed to be, and she looked like how I 
imagined her. 

"Hello, Rjalker." She mewed back. 


I looked at her confused; Rjalker was my pseudonym 
for a website I wrote on, how did she know it? 


She continued speaking, "you did well to scare away 
a dog such as I." 


Now I was really confused, "huh? But you're not a 
dog!" I exclaimed as a picture of a huge black dog 
that looked like a bear entered into my mind. 


Spottedleaf said something that I couldn't hear— 


because suddenly I was racing across and empty 
cornfield so fast that the world around me was a blur. 
I knew that I was no longer human when I saw that I 
was covered in dark brown fur and I knew that I was 
in the body of a mountain lion. 


I raced in a diagonal path across the field, keeping 
low to the ground so as not to be spotted by cars that 
drove down the highway to my right. 


I ran until I came to a house that hadn't been there 
before. I stopped and looked around, confused to as 
what I was supposed to do now. 


“Hey! Wake up Paige!" I sat up in alarm and 
looked around, I was sitting on my bed, all of the 
lights were on and my sister Micah was sitting at 
the computer. I stood up and sat down next to 
her and saw that she was reading one of the 
stories that I wrote. 


“Hey Micah, I just had the weirdest dream." I said 
then I told her about Spottedleaf and running across 
the field, and something about a rooster (?) 


She rolled her eyes when I was done and said 
that I was stupid so I went upstairs and ate some 
cereal before a clap of thunder that sounded 
right over my head made me spill the bowl and 
jump out of my skin. (Literally) 

Then I was once again in the mountain lion body, 
racing again in the same diagonal path through 
the field. 


The speed at which I could run was exhilarating 
and all too soon I again reached the house. Then 


rain began pelting my fur and I was soaked to 
the bone in mere seconds. I ran up to the house, 
it now resembled a log cabin from a long time 
ago, and jumped under to porch for shelter. 


The screen door opened and a teenager that 
looked like he could have been Tom Sawyer 
stepped out, a rifle in his hands. 


A shot rang out over my head and I launched 
myself off the porch onto the wet grass, and hid 
behind a small hill. The boy pursued me, the gun 
still in hand and I heard him yelling for others to 
come. 


"A wolf! A wolf!" he shouted. 


In my head I was laughing at him, I most 
certainly was not! 


Suddenly it was not rain, but snow falling from 
the sky and I lay at the side of a snowdrift on my 
side. 


I tried to stand but was unable; I was frozen to 
the ground. I let out a whimper and was 
surprised to find that I was no longer a chocolate 
brown mountain lion but a black and grey wolf. 


I heard the boy I had seen before calling a name, 
"White Fang!" and I knew that that was my 
name, though it confused me for a second; White 
Fang was a book I had read, but no, that was 
impossible, a wolf can't read, they don't have 
hands. 


That was the last thought I had before I woke 


up. 
My next thought was that I hope I'm really awake this 
time. 


As it turns out, I wasn't. 


I don't remember what happened in the last dream, 
but I think I was flying. 


I like dreams were I fly, they're fun. 


Then I woke up for real and pinched my arm to see if I 
really was awake. 


I was. 


Chapter 2: Chapter 2 


Created on 18/09/2010 05:44:00 


I don't know exactly where the dream started, 
but it had something to do with the Torchwood 
episode that I'd watched right before I fell 
asleep, (Countrycide) and Runescape... 


I was in a bank (that's the only Runescape part, 
besides the armour, but that might be from the 
Percy Jackson books) and it kind of looked like it 
was Castle Wars, because there were a lot of people 
there at once, and there were blue and red and green 
carpets. Plus there was no roof. 

Anyway, my friends were there (not sure who they 
were supposed to be) and suddenly we had to run 
outside, because something bad was going to happen. 


We ran around the corner of a concrete building and 
into a parking lot that didn't have the parking spot 


thingies (you know, the ones that show you where 
to park like they do if you were at Wall-Mart [is 
it one word, or does it have the dash?) whatever, 
then we all ran into the middle of the parking lot 
where there was a folded up thingy with red poles 
pointing out of the top of it diagonally, (I'm not sure 
exactly what it's called...a scaffolding or 
something like that.) 


Anyways, I ran to one side of it and some big dude (I 
think he might have been Barret from Final 
Fantasy VII) went to the other side and we started 
pushing the poles up so that we would be able to 
stand on top of it and get to the top of the building 
that was next to it (it just was there when it hadn't 
been there before like things do in dreams.) so 
that we could fight what ever was up there, I think it 
was some type of demon thing, or possible a 'fairy' 
like the ones from Torchwood that shove rose petals 
down your throat to make you suffocate, whatever it 
was I somehow Saw it before we went up there to 
fight it, I know it had green skin though. 


We had the scaffold thing ready so we were getting 
ready to climb up it and fight the thing, when I lifted 
up my hand to my face and saw that I wasn't wearing 
my enchanted diamond ring! 


"Hold on! I'll be right back!" I said to the others 
before I ran back toward the bank. One of the people 
shouted after me to tell someone that they were going 
to come back and when I went into the bank I just 
shouted randomly that Daphne was going to come 
back, and I wondered at that same time if she was the 


Daphne from Scooby Doo, even though she was 
dressed like Velma. (That's a weird name) 


Somehow, I managed to go into the wrong building, 
and I was in the concrete building that we had passed 
earlier. It was dark inside, it was somehow night 
outside, and the only lights were the lights on the 
REALY high ceiling. 


I ran forward and slid on something on the floor, 

landing on my side. I looked at the floor and saw 

nothing there that I could have slid in, so I forgot 
about it. (Literally, well, until now that is...) 


Anyways, I was suddenly lying on a mattress, for 
some reason it was folded into a triangle, and it was 
tilted toward a concrete wall that was covered in— 
Can you guess? No? Well then you didn't watch 
Countrycide —blood. 


I screamed and leapt off of the triangle mattress and 
ran toward the other side of the warehouse (Because 
that's what it was.) 


For some reason I needed to use the printer, and 
somehow I managed to trip over it. There was a loud 
crash as we both fell to the ground. 


Suddenly I was in a cornfield, and it was darker than 
it had been before, because there were no stars and 
the moon seemed to be missing. 


I saw that there was a road nearby so I started 
walking toward it. But before I got there I heard a 
scream. 


And then I wasn't there; I was watching the dream as 
if it were a movie. A horror movie, I might add. 


(Seriously, has anyone that's reading this seen 
the Countrycide episode of Torchwood? Tell me if 
I'm the only American who watches BBC! [I love 
Doctor Who!]) 


There was a girl walking down the road, it had been 
paved before but now it was just a gravel road. She 
had blond hair with a green ribbon in her hair and the 
same colored green...cardigan? (Is that what it's 
called?) 


Anyways she was walking down the road and 
suddenly a dude leapt out of the corn toward her. 
(That creepy cannibal guy from Countrycide! 
[Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!] ) 


He killed her with a bloody butcher knife and hid her 
body in the corn. A few seconds that were really 
hours passed and her older sister came walking down 
the road, she was dressed in blue, and she was 
looking for her sister. The man killed her too and put 
her in the cornfield. 


A few hours that were really days passed and the 
older sister's older sister came walking down the 
road, she was dressed in orange. 


The man got ready to jump out of the corn and kill her 
too when suddenly Captain Jack leapt out of nowhere 
at him. 


It turns out that the sister dressed in red was really 
my friend from school, Melissa. 


Jack handcuffed the dude and he was teleported to 
jail (not sure how since The Doctor made it so he 
can't use his teleporty watch thingy...Didn't he?) 


Anyways, Jack started running past the sidewalk 
ignoring the lots of people that were suddenly there, 
and I was supposed to follow him. 


It was pitch black (remember there were no stars 
or moon) and | couldn't see Jack anymore, so I took 
off my shoes, tossed them to the side, and started to 
run after him in the grass. 


"Jack!" I shouted, "Wait! Is your name even Jack?! I 


The only way I knew to go was because there was a 
faint movement ahead of me, like a light, always the 
Same distance away, and I sped up, trying to catch up 
to the Captain. 


Suddenly I wasn't running anymore, I was on the 
triangle mattress again and when I opened my eyes 
(when did I close them?) I was really confused and 
freaked out and shouted, "Holy freaking crap! When 
the heck did I get here!" 


Then my annoying brother woke me up. I wonder 
what would have happened next...? 


Chapter 3: Chapter 3 


Tale of A Princess 


Once there were two kingdoms, one and afar, 
where two rulers ruled, without a spare care, but 
for that of their daughter, the fair Princess, 
divided by the two kingdoms, the Queen of the 
West was her mother and the King of the East 
her father. 


The King had many servants, and in his castle 
high, there was one room of black and gold 
furnishings that the servants could never see, it 
was his daughter's wish that they use their 
imaginings to see the room, and so she gave 
each servant a pet. 


The pets could enter the mystery room, and 
through them could the servants know, the 
Princess, said, if they had enough imagination, 
the furnishings of the room. 


And one day, at her father's house she had an 
idea, that if she folded a paper a certain way, 


Then, if she tossed it into the air, it would glide, 
as did the royal birds of paradise, through the 
wind. 


And so on that day her fathered ordered the 
servants, with blindfolds tied firmly across their 
eyes, to empty the room of its furniture, and pull 
away the curtains from the windows, so that the 

paper might fly with the birds—if it succeeded. 


And so the blindfolded servants spent the day 
moving the furniture from the special room out 
into the large hallway, while their pets sat at the 

windows and watched. 


Two of the enormous doors had to be thrown 
open wide, though, for the servants to move the 
sofas, and the Princess watched, invisible, 
though the eyes of one of the pets, a blue tabby 
cat, and saw as the cat's owner, a woman who's 
name Princess didn't know, accidentally saw the 


gold and black room. 


The servant woman's eyes opened wide and she 
ran away, down the stairs, her hands over her 
eyes in fear of punishment. Princess 
contemplated following her, to ask her what she 
thought of the room, and to punish her, but she 
thought better of it. 


Let one servant know the furnishings, they 
would hate me if I had her eyes put out, and it 
wasn't her fault, I must order her not to tell the 
others though... 


She thought as she left the cat's eyes and 
became visible, standing outside the window, in 
mid-air. 

"RUN!" the cry came suddenly. The lights in the 
castle were all out, the walls had turned to grey 
stone, and there was an all-pervading darkness. 


Suddenly there was a silent scream and the Princess 
held her hands over her ears in terror for a second 
before she took off down the hallway, her heart in her 
throat as she heard the footsteps behind her, the slow, 
dragging footsteps of the Monster. 


There was a door ahead, on the side of the hall, and 
she ducked into it. It was an old storage room, full of 
boxes. There was a window though, small enough 
that the Monster wouldn't be able to follow her, but 
just big enough that she thought she would be able to 
squeeze through. 


She hastily pushed one of the heavy boxes up to the 
window and climbed on top of it and crawled into the 


window. But it wasn't a window anymore; it was just a 
hole in the wall, only a foot or so high, and the back 
of it was only three feet deep. 


Shuddering in terror, the Princess tried to curl up 
into the back of it, hoping that the Monster wouldn't 
find her, and knowing with such terror that she could 
hardly breathe that it would. 


The footsteps came close and the Monster said 
something that she immediately forgot, and then 
there was darkness. 


And she was somewhere else. Suddenly, an idea came 
to her, and she leapt down the stonework stairs, 
heading to the basement where her bow was. /Jf/ can 
just get to that, I can fight them from the roof! Her 
thoughts went as she imagined herself swinging 
thought the trees like a blue-skinned alien. 


She reached the basement and grabbed her bow and 
arrows up from the white dresser that they were 
sitting on. 

And a second later, she was in the gold and black 
room, all of the curtains had been taken down, 
leaving the wind free to blow into the wall-less 

tower room like thunder in her ears. Holding the 
bow in one hand—stringed side held away from 
her—and the arrows gripped tightly in another, 

she took off like a cheetah toward the far 
window, trying to pick up as much speed as she 
could before she leapt into oblivion, her arms 
spread wide as if they were wings. 


Then she was running through the forest, her feet 


bare and swift. The world falling away behind her as 
the Monsters chased her through the trees toward 
her Mother's kingdom. The Princess could see 
nothing but the ground in front of her, the brown 
earth, and the roots of the ancient trees as they 
flashed past, raising up to trip and slow her pursuers. 


“The Princess is dead! The Princess is dead! The_ 


Princess is dead!" The howl went through the Queen's 


kingdom like fire, as fifty thousand throats wailed 
their lament for their beloved Princess, fallen from 


her Father's tower room in a horrible accident while 
the servants were moving the furniture. 


The Queen stood in the courtyard as the rain poured 
down around her, mixing with the tears on her cheeks 
as She starred around her with vacant eyes at her 
mud-covered subjects. Although she could not see it, 
all had tears in their eyes, but she saw how they all 
moved slowly to bring the crops in before they 
drowned in their shared grief. 


‘Come now!" she cried, wishing to make them happy 
again, for she could not stand to 
see them so sorrowful when she herself was so sad. 


So she picked up from the mud-covered cobblestone 
path her hat. She placed it on her head and said 
aloud, that everyone could hear it, "come now, we will 
play our old game, end your river of tears!" 

Her hat was not just any hat, it was a special hat, 
almost like a wizards, but made of red velvet and 
hanging from the bottom of it by silver chains was a 
plank of wood that hung across the Queens chest, and 


on the wood was one word, BOW. 


Immediately all the subjects bowed down to the 
Queen, and she said to them, "remember how much 
fun we had before, when you got too fat I would put 
RUN and you would lose weight till you were healthy 


again! The Princess is dead, but we are not! Now... 
GO! 


Chapter 4: Chapter 4 


Silver Clockwork Cats 


PS: To Allebasii—you are a HORRIBLE werewolf! 
Gah! Hate you! 


We were on a plane! I don't know where we were 
going but there was a bomb on it! At first I couldn't 
remember who had the bomb—it wasn't going to 
explode but we still had to find who had it—and 


Wesley and I (From Angel...it was the stupid [kinda 
ugly /-post-kidnapping Wesley) were at this huge Wal- 


Mart, trying to find the bomber person. There was a 
desk, like the ones in the video-game sections, and 
they were selling watches there, and he wanted to 
buy one that glowed in the dark. I don't know if he got 
it or not because I was suddenly in my science class. 


All the stupid people who always copied off my papers 
(and laughed when they saw that The Mammoth 
Hunters was written in my agenda book—I had been 
going to write when I started reading books and when 
I finished them, but I forgot and that was the only one 
—while they were trying to figure out the password 


for my Kindle which they took without my permission) 
were gathered at the back of the room, at the desk 
where the assistant teacher usually sat, and I was in 
the middle of them. 


There was this really weird looking kid, and when I 
saw weird, I mean he looked like a goblin or 
something; he had a flat forehead, really bushy 
eyebrows, and he was only three feet tall. No one 
seemed to notice though, except me. Amanda was 
laughing as she handed the goblin dude my kindle so 
he could guess. 


“Here you go, Andy." she said. He smiled at me, and 
his teethe were like a sharks, "hey, I bet the password 
is Lost, or Bomb!" he said. 


I was back at Wal-Mart then with Wes, and I suddenly 
saw the bomber, whose name I now knew was Andy. 


"Ahhh! Wes!" I shouted, dragging him behind some 
big boxes that had Big Wheels in them, "That's him! 
His name's Andy, but I forgot it before!" 


"Where?" 


I pointed the little goblin kid out and climbed on top 
of the boxes to the big shelf that they were on. "Stay 
there." I whispered to Wes, but he was gone, not after 
the goblin kid, Andy, but he had disappeared. 


I saw Andy walking past with his mom—who was 
human, which surprised me greatly—and I crouched 
down like a cat on top of the boxes, waiting for him to 
get closer. 


Then I launched myself toward him, white paws 
outstretched to grab him as I changed suddenly into 


Echo. 


But he was gone, and so was the Wal-Mart. I was 
in a chrome-plated hallway, and I was no longer 
Echo. But I was running down the hall as fast as 
I could, my striped tail flying out behind me as 
my Claws silently hit the metal floor. I wasn't 
Echo; I was a black tiger. 


But then I wasn't there anymore either, I was riding a 
bike through the grass with two other people, my twin 
sister, (Who you all know as Allebasii) and someone 
else, but I wasn't sure exactly who it was, it might 
have been my step-sister, Bailey, or my friend from 
school, Melissa, who ever it was looked like them 
both at the same time. I'm going to call her Melbail. 


Anyways, we were all riding bikes, Alle's was green 
and yellow, mine was white and black, and Melbail's 
was orange and silver— but I don't know if that was 
important or not, so lets continue. 


We were chasing a Monster. Not chasing as in 
following, like we could see it ahead of us, but we 
knew where it had gone and we were going to catch 
it. 

As we rode through the grass—I think we were in a 
park—we were suddenly in a fenced in area, and 
there were some kids ahead of us playing football, 
one of them kicked it and it flew over the fence. 
Melbail tried to catch it, while still on her bike, and 
the kids thanked her, then put the football down and 
pulled out some UNO cards. 


Melbail stopped when she saw this and looked at the 


cards wistfully. Apparently, her parents were both 
dead and she hadn't played UNO in years. 


She looked at Allebasii, and I "Hey, you guys can 
catch it by yourselves, right?" 


I nodded, "Yeah, I think so, but you're the only one 
who knows where The Oakhart Tavern is..." I trailed 
off. 


“You're looking for the Oakhart?" one of the kids 
asked us, and I turned toward him, he looked like a 


young Charles Gunn. (Also from Angel) 
"Yes," I said, "you've heard of it?" 


"Oh yeah, sure, we followed some vam—" he stopped 
mid-word as one of his friends elbowed him in the 
stomach with a meaningful look, "I um mean, yeah, 
we hang out there sometimes..." 


Alle and I exchanged a loaded glance. "Where is it?" 
She asked, moving her bike closer, her-for-some- 
reason orange hair getting in her face as the wind 
blew through the park. 


"Oh, its just over of Offrail Road, near the theatre." 
He pointed us in the direction to Offrail road and we 
took off, leaving Melbail to play UNO with them while 
we hunted down the Monster ourselves. 


Alle and I rode our bikes as fast as we could, dodging 
through the traffic—a car almost hit me atleast five 
times—until we finally reached the Oakhart Tavern, 
safe and sound. 


Alle went in first, being a werewolf(which she wasn't 
betore we got there, so don't be confused), she was 


stronger than me, but I was faster. 


The interior was dim, because there were a bunch of 
vampires and ghosts there, and they don't like bright 
lights, (atleast in my dream they didn't)jand we 


approached the bar and sat down. 


The ghost waitress was about to ask us what we 
wanted before someone suddenly slammed their glass 
down on the far side of the counter. I smiled and spun 
my chair around to face the three people that were 
approaching us. My silver dagger gripped in my hand 
underneath my black trench coat cloak. 


Three squat people stood in front of us, two were 
girls, and one was a guy. Alle starred at them. 


They snarled something to her in were-tongue, and 
She snarled right back, showing her teeth. Apparently, 
they knew who we were looking for, and they had 
been ordered to kill anyone that tried to find him. 


Suddenly, a ghost accidentally tripped and went flying 
out a window, making the curtains around it catch on 

fire, letting the silver moonlight shine in on the entire 
bar. 


Immediately, I stood up, and Alle covered her eyes 
with her hand as the moonlight blinded her. The three 
people in front of us were growling and snarling as 
their faces elongated and claws burst out of heir 
fingers. 


"Alle!" I shouted, leaping away from the changing 
werewolves, looking around to find where my twin 
was. 


“Come on!" she shouted, pulling me by the arm, I 


looked at her in shock, she was a werewolf, she 
Should have been changing, but she wasn't! 


I looked back at the three now fully changed 
werewolves; they stood there, their jaws twisted into 
snarls. Each of them had short brown fur that was so 
Short it looked like skin, and their eyes were huge, 
each of them the same size as my fists. 


One of them, the guy, had two eyes on his face in the 
normal positions, the next one had two eyes, but they 
were on her forehead, and in a vertical line instead of 
horizontal. The last one had one eye in the middle of 
her head and the other one on the middle of her 
stomach, on her belly button, and she was very tall, 
her stomach was atleast three feet away from her 
neck. 


"Alle, why aren't you changing, we're going to die!" I 
shouted at her, but for some reason I was suddenly 
mute, and she was gone, and I was running through 
the shadows of the far corner of the tavern. 


Suddenly all the light was gone and there was only 
Darkness, but I could still hear the werewolves 
following me, their breathing heavy but silent as they 
chased me through the darkness. 


There was suddenly a wall in front of me, but I 
couldn't see it, and I turned and tried to run through 
a small window that was low on the wall—much like 
the one the poor Princess tried to escape through, 
because there was no window, just a square hole in 
the brick wall that was pitch black. 


I could hear the werewolves coming closer, and I 


huddle into the back of the wall, scrabbling at the 
brick with my fingernails, knowing, just as the 
Princess had, that they would find me. 


Suddenly a large sharp lunged at me from out of the 
darkness, a mouth with yellowing teeth and two eyes, 
one on top of the other. I didn't scream, I couldn't. 


I felt such a shudder of pure terror go through me 
that I almost woke up. 


But then I was back in the chrome hallway. I was 
wearing the orange and black shirt still, but this 
time I was human, and I wasn't alone. 


A silver-haired man stood in front of me, a tiny 
clockwork angel gripped in his hands. But the 
angel was alive, trying to fly away from him, but 
he squeezed his hand shut, and the delicate 
angel was crushed. Copper-gold powder spilled 
to the floor from his hand. He laughed, and was 
gone. 


But I was still there, running through the 
corridors, not sure if I was human or a Cat, until 
I burst into the room, the door falling shut 
behind me. I was in a lab, and everyone was 
starring at me. 


One of the people at the desk nearest to me 
fainted, and then he disappeared, and the one at 
the desk next to him looked at me in annoyance. 
"Fine!" he snapped, "If you're going to persist in 
make Jones faint like that Everytime you come in 
here, you can atleast hand me the white 
clockwork cat he was working on." I looked 


around and, sure enough, there was a cage 
attached to the desk, and in it was a silver 
clockwork Cat. 


I went over, opened the cage, and picked up the 
clockwork cat. It purred and I petted it, liking it 
immediately, before I handed it to the man who 
had snapped at me. I looked around the room 
and saw that there were a lot of clockwork cats, 
most them were silver-white, but others were 
dark green and some were black. 


Suddenly I heard the trampling sound that only 
comes with a bunch of feet, moving in the same 
direction, and I wondered what it was. 


Then I was in the crowd, some people were wearing 
the same orange shirt that I had been wearing before, 
but now I was wearing a dark green and black shirt, 
my twin sister was there too, but she was normal now, 
no longer a werewolf, she didn't even remember that 
that had ever happened. 


She was wearing a blue shirt, the same color as 
Echo's eyes, and I saw that everyone was wearing the 
same shirt, just different colors. 


"What's going on?" I asked silently, and Alle turned to 
me. 


“We're playing paintball tag, don't you remember, 
Sam?" Which was weird, because my name wasn't 
and isn't Sam. 


Then I saw the silver-haired man. He was smiling 
evilly at me from across the crowd, and as I watched, 
unable to move or speak, he pulled out a silver gun, 


pointed it at me, and fired. 


Then I wasn't in the crowded hallway anymore, I 
was sprinting through the halls, my paws hitting 
the ground with muted thuds, the wind created 
by my speed ruffling my fur as I chased after the 
silver-haired man. 


One of his minions was running ahead of me, his 
black hair flying past his shoulder as he tried to 
escape my hungry jaws and reaching claws. 


I pushed my legs faster, I was gaining on him, 
and suddenly he was within range. I leapt 
through the air and tackled him to the ground. 
He turned to black dust as soon as my claws 
touched him, leaving my once white paws 
covered in grime. 


I growled in annoyance. 


Then I wasn't there anymore; again, I was crouched 
on a catwalk with Alle beside me, a paintball gun 
loaded with blue paint in her hands as she aimed it 
over the low grey metal wall at the people in red 
shirts. 


Suddenly I felt a paintball hit me on the shoulder, and 
Alle growled in animalistic protective anger, and spun 
around, paintball gun blazing bullets of paint at my 
attacker. 


I looked around and saw that people in red shirts had 
surrounded Alle and I, but they had lowered their 
weapons and each of them had a splatter of blue paint 
on them somewhere. They all crouched in submission 
as Alle stood up and raised her gun in victory. 


They all bowed their heads and grumbled to each 
other as she stood over them. I went to stand up and 
realized that my limbs were frozen. 


Alle saw me trying to stand and she frowned, 
"Rjalker," she said, using my right name, "you have to 
wait till one of your team members tags you before 
you can play again, don't you remember?" 


"No!" I shouted with my teeth set into a snarl as I 
struggle to break free of my paralysis, "I don't have a 
team! I'm not playing! Don't you realize this is a life 
or death situation?!" 

Everyone looked at me like I was crazy. 


Suddenly I managed to stand and I ran for the stairs 
at the other end of the room, while Alle starred after 
me. Then she screamed as she saw that I was 
planning on vaulting the railing of the stairs to the 
three-story drop below. 


Some teachers that hadn't been there before ran over 
to try and stop me, but I was already in mid-air over 
the railing, and everyone cried out as I fell the three- 
story drop. Some people closed their eyes. 


I landed in a crouch. 


All of the other minions were dead; the only one 
left was the silver haired man. He held a remote 
control in his hand that would activate the 
atomic bomb beneath the White House. 


He ran down the hall in front of me, and I 
sprinted after him, rage fueling my limbs as I 
chased him in the form of a white wolf. People 
coming out of doors adjacent to the hall only saw 


a white flash before I was past them, and they 
whispered to themselves about seeing things and 
about how the building might be haunted. 


Then I was no longer a wolf, but a white cheetah, 
and I caught up to the silver haired man ata 
dead end. 


His back was to the wall and he was fumbling 
with the remote control, terror making his 
fingers slippery as he tried to set off the bomb 
that was on the plane and end the world. 


Then my claws were on his hands, and I ripped 
the control away from him and it crumpled to 
into an unrecognizable heap of metal as I threw 
it away from us. 


I snarled and prepared to bite his head off but he 
was no longer the silver haired man, but a tiny 
little clockwork person made of black metal. 


I was human again, and with my sharp 
fingernails I pulled the clockwork creature 
apart, then smashed the rest of it on the floor 
and stomped on it for good measure. 


When I picked it back up, all that was left was a 
little stick figure of a person, and I carried it by 
my fingertips to the lab where Jones had fainted, 
knowing that they would want to study it and 
wondering at the same time if they would trade 
me a silver clockwork cat for it. 
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